Niam Shah, our giant Afridi, who was going
along to Kabul as our private bodyguard, did
not bother about all these funny Feringhi fol-
derols. He scorned them, and he would twirl
his fierce moustachios and smile in a superior
manner as he looked at us, all dressed up as
though we had just arrived from Mars. The
natives, unless city-dwellers, dress exactly in the
same fashion all the year round, except that they
throw off their voluminous sheepskin postins
during the hot summer months. True, the Afridi
national headdress, which consists of a tall cone-
shaped cap with a turban ten yards long wound
round it, is almost as good protection against
the fire of the Central Asian sun as the clumsy
pith sun-helmet invented by the foreign sahibs
whom the Indian agitator has of late been wont
to refer to as the "satanic British". But Niam
Shah suffered more from the heat than we did,
despite his superior smile and despite the fact
that his face was the colour of lava, that he had
lived in, this country all his life and was a sinewy,
powerful mountaineer of far stronger physique
than any of us three.

The Afghan townsman, in contrast to the
hillman, seems to be even more subject to the
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